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the dim light of the torches and fall in sickening
cuts and thuds upon that cursing, groaning, strug-
gling human herd.

And now there is a movement like the slow be-
ginning of a whirlpool in the midst of that
screaming, bloody, crowd. It is the effort of the
living to get away from the center of a maelstrom
quickly forming in the depth of the mass of strug-
gling men, now helpless because of the great
pressure that ever pushes it outward; and in the
very center we behold Hwang in the flare of the
torches, circling about like a gunner in the cock-
pit, behind a parapet of dead ,* and in the clearing
of this space, we see the sword dealt by his un-
wounded hand, rising and falling, feinting and
countering, all the time clearing and widening
that precious space that will eventually mean lib-
erty in the outer darkness just beyond.

"Comrades, follow me! This is the way
through."

The Dare-to-Dies who still survive turn to fol-
low the square, bull-like figure, goring its way
forward at the point of the flashing sword; but,
alas! another movement of the dense mass of
soldiery, and Hwang, still fighting desperately,
is carried in one direction and the survivors of
his band in another: It is no longer a battle; it
is a crimson flood. Alas! although Hwang the In-

270